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There isn't room in the apartment to crowd in a baby grand piano.
My in-laws are now keeping it in their recreation room. But on
moving day I'm sure Barney expects our van to pick up Andy's
birthday present.
Last week I suggested to Andy it might be a good idea to trans-
fer our checking and savings accounts and do all our banking in the
neighborhood where we're moving. Andy agreed—until he talked
with his father. He then decided to shift our joint checking account
to the branch bank, but to leave his personal savings account on
deposit at the old bank. We don't consult my father on such mat-
ters. Indeed, we don't consult my parents at all. Both my mother
and my father respect our rights as a separate family with a child
of our own.
For a while I will confess I had my hands full coping with both
sets of Pamela's grandparents. My folks were just as bad as Andy's
about showering the baby with toys and clothes, though, of course,
she received nicer presents from his side of the family. After many
discussions, I impressed it on my father and mother that they were
to confine their gifts to birthdays and holidays.
Barney hasn't paid the slightest attention to my wishes. He
never visits us without bringing Pamela something, and it isn't fair
to my parents. Sometimes the gifts are small and inexpensive, but
Pamela is already getting spoiled. When Andy's parents come to
visit, her eyes grow big as saucers, and you ought to watch the way
she throws herself on Barney's lap. I don't like to seem like a hard-
hearted mother who withholds pleasures from her child, but Barney
forces me into that position,
I admit that my father-in-law's incessant meddling may be meant
kindly, No doubt there are wives who could take Barney in their
stride. Perhaps I could be a little more patient if Andy himself
wasn't so easygoing and philosophical, so sold on peace at any price.
Peace for himself, that is. "Fight with Barney all you like," is the tack
Andy takes, "so long as I am not involved." Andy is convinced that I
become too upset over trifles. Possibly that is true, but I can't help

